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AD VEKRTISE ME NT. 


THE fellmeing POEM was occafioned by a fat which had recently 
| happened at the time of its firft publication in 1773. A Negro, belonging 
to the Captain of a Weſt-Indiaman, having agreed to marry a white | 
woman, bis fellow-ſervant, in order to efecꝭ his purpoſe, had left his 
maſter's houſe, and procured himſelf t be baptized; but being detected 
and taken, be was ſent on board the Captarn's veſſel then lying in the + 
River; where, finding no chance of eſcaping, and refering death 4 
another voyage to America, be took an opportunity of ſhooting himſelf. 
| As ſoon as bis determination is fixed, be i 16 Jeppeſen to urite this Epiftle 
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H**? NG been, through indignation, betrayed into the dan- 
I 1 gerous character of an Author, I ſought among the profeſſed. 
philoſophers of the eighteenth century, one whoſe name I might con» 
ſiſtently prefix to an aſſertion of the rights of nature, and who would 
not bluſh at the homage of an unknown and unambitious bard. / But 
I found that modern Philoſophy herſelf participated of the refinement 
of modern manners: the has forgotten that ſhe once inhabited the 
lowly cot of Socrates, and ſhared the frugal meals of Epaminondas 3 
ſhe no longer numbers in her train Senators and Generals, who 
_ deſcending from ſeats of magiſtracy, or cars of triumph, did not 
diſdain to cultivate with their victorious arms that earth which they - 
had defended with their blood. Her votaries are not now thoſe ſtub« 
born fouls who defied the tyrant on his throne, or in his death vindi - 
cated the rights of their country and of mankind. Nor are the rug- 
ged manners of Cato and Brutus, no formidable to uſurpers; nor 


do the harſh n of 1 ſuffuſe a * bluſh upon 
a the 


| FF 10 5 
the check of monarchy Modern Philoſophy, like th make: 
has choſen her reſidence in courts and Palaces, There we find her 
favoured votaries proftrate-at 1 the foot of thrones, and kiſſing the ſacred 
duſt. If che ſpeaks, i it is to join ber whiſpers to the thunders of 
prerogative, and to teach the ſubje& world, · that neither the will of 


Heaven, nor of Heaycn-deſcended aer muſt be oppoſed. 


Little qualified; to fagrifice at the altars of this new divinity; 
I dared not implore the patronage of its miniſters and prieſts ;. 
fil leſs did I find myſelf diſpoſed to invoke thoſe literati of 
the Continent, who are enemies to princes, yet ſtoop to flatter 
their minions and ſycophants; moraliſts, yet men of pleaſure; 
pzhiloſophers, yet foes to natural religion; ſceptics, yet dogmatical ; 
and. who, while they profeſs diſintereſtedneſs and independence, 
lead the venal muſes to voluntary proſtitution. Yet I found one man, 
whoſe matehleſs eloquence is leſs admirable than the fortitude with: 
which he has developed. the: principles, and- defended: the rights of 
human. nature; whoſe virtue is as unequalled as his. genius; and-whoſe 
life ĩs a nobler pattern of imitation than hiswritings;. who, rejecting the 
ſupercilious: bounty of the vain, yet unpitying and ungenerous, Great; 
e xerts a. painful induſtry amidſt the evils and inſirmities of old age, 
and prefers exile, poverty, and. obſcurity, to all the riches. and; the 
honors which ambitious- meanneſs extorts from Kings.— After this. 
portrait is-it-neceffary to ſubſcribe a name, and to acknowledge, that: 
I dedicate this mT: * JAQUES ROUSSEAU ?. 


” ih 12 is + probable that this teibute en ae may never reach your 
ears, and that. the following lines, like the occaſion of them, will 
Hs : *« | oo ſoon, | 


e 
foon/ be: conſigned to oblivion. Yet on this firſt,” _ probably laſt 
| occaſion, in which I ſhall -obtrude:my ſentiments upon the world, I 

may be excuſed,” if I inſeribet a piece, whoſe only merit danke tat: 
nity and:freedam of its ſeritiments, to that man, from whoſe writipgs- 
I have principally derived them.” n ſhould: I eſteem my 
ſelf could theſe feeble efforts onee more aàwaken that irre 
fitible-:eloquence, which was never proſtituted to falſhood, or 
denied to truth; thoſe talents of reaſoning and inveſtigation, 
which ean never fail to convince the mind, that is not debaſedr 
by voluntary and incorrigible error; and that! virtuous enthuſiaſm; 
which ſeems inſpired by Heaven itſelf for the inſtruction of its crea— 
tures. How ſhould I rejoice to ſee a cauſe like this reſcued from my 
weak pen; to ſee the rights of humanity vindicated by him, who 
moſt intimately feels their force, and is moſt capable of expreſſing 
| what he feels; to ſee that inſolence, that ſucceſsful avarice confound- 
cd, which, under the maſk of commerce, has already ravaged the: 

to extremities of the globe k—Aſtoniſh and inſtruct poſterity by the: 
dreadful ſpectacle of human crimes ; and while: you repreſent in one: 
quarter of the world a band of inſatiable wretches, ſpreading unpro- 
voked deſolation over its moſt beautiful regions; maſſacring the Bramin. 


in the midſt of his uncontaminated feaſts, and ſlaining with blood the- 


pureſt altars of the Deity ; let the other exhibit a race of Chriſtian mer 
chants, daily trafficking for hecatombs of their fellow. creatures in a lot; 
exhauſting Africa to ſupply. with flaves the countries they have depo- 
pulated in Americas; and annually reducing millions to a ſtate — 
miſery ſtill more dreadful than death ĩtſelf. Should there be room for: 

* In the ſingle iſland of Janis above 60,000 of the natives are computed to have been 


cruelly ina by the firſt European ſertlers PO: | 
| | 


(rie » 


ſcenes leſs þ Biking, though . inftcuQive and i important, let your 
enchanting pencil exhibit a nation renowned for arts and arms; let 
the ſurrounding ocean be covered with her flects ; and let her boaſt 
an inflexible ſternneſs, and an unconquerable valour. Paint a ſavage 
and gloomy liberty exulting amidſt the aaf foreign invaſions and 
domeſtie tumults: let her wield a bloody ax, and trample alike on the 
mitre and the diadem: let ſuperſtition and civil war conſpire to exalt 
her, until ſhe has triumphed over oppoſition, and erected a 
| temple, whoſe foundations appear durable, as the world itſelf. Be- 
neath a milder ſky let peace introduce the genius and arts which 
adorned the ſtates of Athens and of Rome, without inſuring their 
duration: let gentler manners, and a leſs ferocious dignity ſucceed; 
let philoſophy and ſcience glory in a race of illuſtrious diſciples, whoſe 
labours may diſpel the gloom of fanaticiſm, and teach mankind what- 
ever the Almighty has permitted them to know.—Here, while the 
delighted eye of preſumption: gazes with rapture, and pronounces the 
tablet perfect and eternal, — reverſe the ſcene, and inſcribe the morti- 
fying leſſon of human imbecility. Introduce commerce and proſpe- 
rity ſpreading over the land, and enervating the minds of men with a 
ſecret, but ſwift infection. Let avarice and ſenſuality ſucceed to ho- 
nor; faction and ſervitude invade the aſylum of liberty; and manly 
reaſon, like a fettered lion, be dragged in triumph by faſhion and ca- 
price. Such are the ſcenes I would preſent to my countrymen, could I 
| boaſt an eloquence like your's, to explain the cternal principles which 
providence has decreed, ſhall influence the fate of nations ; the cauſes 
which exalt them to ſecurity and dominion, or plunge them into that 
aby ſs of baſenels and corruption, from whence they can no more 
l * ſuch are the leſſons for which you have been proſcribed and 
perſecuted 


0 vii 
perſecuted by a world which you have enlightened. Yet has not the 
| ingratitude of mankind ever tainted your philanthropy. You have 
taught us, that the ſublime maxims of philoſophy are not always 
confined to indolent ſpeculation; you have ſhewn that a ſtoĩcal ſeve- 
_ pity is not always inconſiſtent with a feeling heart; and that the fim- - 
plicity of Ignorance is compatible with the moſt exalted genius 3 


The trifle now inſcribed with your name. was occafioned by a par- 
ticular fact; but to the diſgrace of human nature, the ſubject i is ſuf- 
ficiently general to intereſt every heart not totally impenetrable. We 
boaſt of the gentleneſs of our manners, and think the rugged virtues | 
of antiquity ill-adapted to- the genius of the preſent times When. . 
you aſk if Brutus ſold his country, or the Spartan matrons frequented 
aſſemblies of nocturnal riot, it i thought a ſufficient. anſwer to fay;. 
that we do not expoſe our children, or whip them at the altar of 
Diana,, and that this is the age of generous ſentiment, and refined. 
humanity. I will not compare the education of an-ancient Spartan 
with that of a Britiſh nobleman. Bet eunuchs and fgarants, thoſe: 
reſpectable guardians of modern diſcipline, inſult the memory of Ly- 
eurgus; and fellows of colleges eſtabliſſ their monkiſh inſtitutions on 
the ruin of the Lyceum. Let tlie preſent age Enjoy the boldeſt pa- 
negyrios its admirers can beſtow. But if our boaſted" improvements, 
and frivolous politeneſs,. be well acquired by the loſs of manly firm- 
' neſs and. independence, if. in order to feel as men it be neceſſary to» 
for mo I fly to ape from Fortune's mg ee 

And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 

Vet with mankind no horrid war I wage, 


Vet with no impious ſpleen my breaſt is torn: . 


0 Vor virtue loſt, and ruin d man, I mourn... Fre 
1 ; o „ * 4 3 ; 6 i 1 . 7 1 Barr. 
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adopt the manners of women,” let us at leaſt be conſiſtent, 
nor mingle the exceſſes of barbariſm with the weakneſſes of 
civilization. There are certain forms in which vice appears not 
only monſtrous, but ridiculous ; the cruelty of Nero is more diſgyſt- 
ing than that of Tiberius. When a beneyolent mind contemplates = 
the republic of Lycurgus, its admiration is mixed with a degree of 
horror. We behold a band of determined patriots, irreſiſtible in war, 
and inflexible in peace ; ſouls to which the ſeverity of virtue was 
more engaging than its enjoyments; and who ſeemed to court the 
dangers of combat, only that they might refuſe the rewards of vic- 
tory. Vet this admirable republic is tainted by atrocities, which tar- 
_ Diſh the luſtre of its ſublime inſtitutions. When we reflect that to form 
a ſmall ſociety of heroes, a much greater number of men ſunk below 
the rank of brutes; when we conſider the unfortunate Helotes, abuſed, 
| Inſul.ed, and enſlavęd; we leſs admire the exaltation of one part of 
our ſpecies, than we execrate the degradation of another : heroiſm 
becomes diſpleaſing at ſuch a price, and we prefer the calm of medio- 
crity to the terrors of ſo ſtormy an excellence. But let us not too 


haſtily triumph in the ſhame of Sparta, leſt we aggravate our own a | 


condemnation. Let us remember, there is a people, who ſhare the 
government and name of Britons ; among whom the cruelty of Sparta 


is renewed without its virtue. It was ſome excuſe for the diſciples of 


Lycurgus, that if one man had been created by Heaven to obey ano- 
ther, the citizens he had formed beſt deſerved the empire of the world. 
But what has America to boaſt? What are the graces or the virtues 
which diſtinguith its inhabitants? What are 7herr triumphs in war, 
or their inventions in peace? Inglorious ſoldiers, yet ſeditious citizens; 
ſordid merchants, and indolent uſurpers ; behold the men, whoſe ava- 


* 
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tice has been - more fatal to the intereſts of W Wes 
more deſolated the world than the ambition of its antient Con- 


querors! For them the Negto is dragged from his cottage, and 
his plantane ſhade *; - by them the fury of African tyrants is 
ſtimulated by pernicious gold; the rights of nature are invaded; 
and European faith becomes infamous throughout the globe. 
Yet, ſuch is the inconſiſtency of mankind! theſe are the men whoſe 
clamours for liberty and independence are heard acroſs the Atlantic 
Ocean! Murmurings and rebellions are the firſt fruits of their gra- 
titude, and thus America recompences Europe for the protection ſhe 
has beſtowed,—But are the hopes and fortunes of the ſpecies indeed 
fallen ſo low, that freedom will deſert that country, whoſe warriors 
and philoſophers have ſo often conſpired to defend her, to ſeek an 
aſylum in the foreſts of America?—Much as an impartial obſerver 
may find to blame in Britain, her colonies I fear, are not more 
acceptable to Providence. — Let the wild inconſiſtent” claims of 
1 America prevail, when they ſhall be unmixed with the clank of chains, 
and the groans of anguiſh. Let her aim a dagger at the breaſt of 
her milder parent, if ſhe can advance a ſtep without trampling on the 
dead and dying carcaſſes of her ſlaves :=—Bur let her remember, that 
it is in Britain alone, that laws are equally favourable to liberty and 
humanity ; that it is in Britain the ſacred rights of nature have received 
their moſt awful ratification.— Could I flatter myſelf that I might 
contribute to ſuch a cauſe, or intereſt the generous minds of my coun- 
trymen to extend an ampler protection to the moſt innocent and miſe- 


®* Theſe obſervations are by no means is be confined to the Weſt Indies. The number of 

«« Negroes in the Southern Colonies of North America is equal, if not ſuperior, to that of the 
«« white men.---Their condition is truly pitiable ; their labour exceflively hard, their diet poor 
«« and ſcanty, their treatment cruel and oppreſſive. They cannot but be a ſubje& of terror to 
«« thoſe who fo inhumanly tyrannize over them.” —"— Travel: thro' N. America in 1760. 
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table of theit own ſperies, I ſhould congratulate myſelf that I had pot 
lived in vain.——Por the reſt, I truſt, that the motiye « 
will, za your eyes, atone for his defects, and that you will 
him the only merit he aſſumes, truth and ſincerity, when be ſubſeribes 
and, conſequently, 
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4 RM'D with thy fad laſt gift—the pow'r to dis 
Thy ſhafts, ſtern fortune, AT ney: | 

Thy dreadful. mercy points at length the ſhore,” © © 


Where all is peace, and men are ſlaves no more; 
pe This weapon, ev'n in chains, the brave can wield, 


And vanquiſh' d, quit triumphantly the field: 
— Bencath ſuch wrongs let pallid Chriſtians "Wi 203 bid": 
Such "y can n * * forgive. „ 


Yer while Toad tha dnp ous bra, 
Where nature ſhudders, and where beings: Fw 
B 7 


1 

| Ere yet this hand a life of torment cloſe, 

And end by one determin'd ſtroke my woes, ; 

Ts there. a fond regret, which moves my mind 

| To pauſe, and caſt a ling ring look behind? 
Do my lov'd bridel—for I have call'd thee mine, 
Dearer than life, whom I with life reſign, 
For thee ev'n here this faithful heart ſhall glow, 
44 pang ſhall rend me, and a tear ſhall ew. — 
How ſhall I ſoothe thy grief, ſince fate denies 
Thy pious duties to my cloſing eyes ? | | 
I cannot claſp thee in a laſt embrace, | 
Nor gaze in ſilent anguiſh on thy be; DAD 
I cannot raiſe theſe fetter'd arms for thee, 
To aſk'that mercy heav'n denies to me; | 
Yet let thy tender breaſt my ſorrows, ſhare, 
Bleed for my wounds, and feel my deep deſpair. 
Yet let thy tears bedew a wretch's grave, 
whom Fate forbade thy tenderneſs to fave. 
Receive. theſe ſighs to thee my ſoul I breathe 


Fond love f in dying n n I can : bequeathe, 


Fa F 


Why did I, ſlave, beyond my lot CITI 
Why didſt thou fan the inauſpicious fire? 
For thee I bade my drooping ſoul revive; 


| For thee alone I could have borne to live; . | 
b-: And love, I faid, ſhall make me large amends, b 
For perſecuting foes, and faithleſs friends: 
Fool that I was! enur'd fo long to pain, 


To truſt to hope, or dream of joy again. 
Joy, ſtranger gueſt, my eaſy faith betray'd, . 
And love now points to death's eternal 1 7 
There while I reſt from mis'ry's galling load, 
Be thou the care of ev'ry pitying God! | 
Nor may that Dzmon's unpropitious pow” r, 
Who ſhed his influence on my natal hour, 5 
Purſue thee too with unrelenting hate, 93 5 
And blend with mine the colour of thy fate. 
For thee may thoſe ſoft hours return again, | 
When pleaſure led thee ſmiling o er the plain, 
Ere, like ſome hell-born ſpectre of diſmay, 
I croſs d thy path, and darken'd all the way. | 
8 * 


1 
Ve waving groves, which from this cell I view! 
Ye meads now glitt'ring with the morning dew! 
Ve flowers, which bluſh on yonder hated ſhore, 
That at my baneful ftep ſhall fade no more, 
A long farewel |] aſk ho vernal bloom— 
No pageant wreaths to wither on my tomb. 
Wet ſerpents hiſs and night - lade blacken there, 
To mark the friendleſs victim of deſpair! 


And * i thy untimely grave to rot, 
The world and all i its cruelties forgot, 
8 Than, dragg d once more beyond the Weſtern main, | 
| To groan beneath ſome daſtard planter' s chain, EE 
| Where my poor countrymen in bondage wait 
The flow enfranchiſement of ling ring | fate, 
Oh! my heart ſinks, my dying « eyes © 'crflow, 
When mem'ry paints the picture of their woe | 
For I have ſeen them, ere the dawn of day, Fl | 
Rouz d by the aſh, begin their chearleſs way 3 5 lt 
Greeting with groans unwelcome 5 worn $ return, . 


While rage and ſhame their gloomy 'bol6ms Ke. 7 
= - And, 


185 3 


And, chiding ev'ry hour the 3 an cool L 


Endure their toils till all his race was run; 

No eye to mark their ſuff rings with a tear, 

No friend to comfort, and no hope to ang 135 
Then like the dull unpitied brutes repair 
To ſtalls as wretched, and as coarſe a fare 
Thank heav'n one day of miſery was oer, 
And fink to ſleep, and with to wake no more. 
N Sleep on! ye loſt companions of my woes, 


For whom in death this tear of-pity 1 
Sleep, and enjoy the only boon. of heav'n 

To you in common with your tyrants giv'n! 

O while ſoft ſlumber from their couches ties, 
Still may the balmy bleſſing ſeep your eyes; 

In ſweet oblivion lull awhile your woes, 
And brighteſt viſions gladden the repoſe | 

Let fancy then, unconſcious of the change, 
Thro' our own fields, and native foreſts range; . 


Waft ye to each once-haunted ſtream and grove, FILL 


And viſit ex fy ee ſcene ye oe 
r 


Il ſleep 


191 


I ſleep no more—nor in the midnight ſhade, 


Invoke ideal phantoms to my aid; 
Nor wake again, abandon'd and forlorn, | 
To find each dear deluſion fled at morn; 
= flow-conſuming death let others wait, 
I ſnatch deſtruction from unwilling fate :— 
Yon ruddy ſtreaks the riſing ſun proclaim, 


That never more ſhall beam upon my ſhame; 


Bright orb! for others let thy glory ſhine, 
Mature the golden grain and purple vine, 
While fetter d Afric ſtill for Europe toils, 
And Nature's plund'rers riot on her ſpoils; 
Be theirs the gifts thy partial rays ſupply, 
Be mine the gloomy mow to die, in 


And this, whole 1 impious ns pride 


The holy Croſs to my ſad brows deny d, 


Fioorbade me Nature common rights to claim, 


Or ſhare with thee a Chriſtian's facred name; ; 


Thou too farewel for not beyond the grave 


| Extends thy pow r, nor is my duſt thy ſlave. 


1 


11 
In vain Heav'n ſpread fo wide the ſwelling ſea, 
Vaſt wat'ry barrier, twixt thy world and me; | 
Swift round the globe, by earth nor Heav'n controul'd : 1 
Fly ſtern oppreſſion, and dire luſt of gold. | 
Where- e er the hell- hounds mark their bloody way, 
Still nature groans, and man becomes their prey. 
In the wild waſtes of Afric's ſandy plain, 
Where roars the lion thro* his drear domain, 
To curb the ſavage monarch in the chace, 
There too Heav'n planted Man's majeſtic race; 
Bade Reaſon's ſons with nobler titles riſe, 

Lift high their brow ſublime, and ſcan the ſkies. 
What tho' the ſun in his meridian blaze 27 
Dart on their naked limbs his ſcorching rays? 
| What tho' no roſy tints adorn their face, = 
No filken treſſes ſhine with flowing grace ? 

Vet of ethereal temper are their ſouls, 
And in their veins the tide of honour rolls; ; 
And valour kindles there the hero's lame, 
Contempt of death, and thirſt of martial filme: 


1 
And pity melts the ſy mpathiſing breaſt, 
Ahl fatal virtue |—for the brave diſtreſt. 


My tortur'd boſom, ſad remembrance ſpare! 
Why doſt thou plant thy keeneſt daggers there? 


+ | And ſhew me what I was, and aggravate deſpair ? 


Ye ſtreams of Gambia, and thou ſacred ſhade! 
Where in my youth's firſt dawn I joyful ſtray d, 
Oft have I rouz'd, amid your caverns dim, 
The howling tyger, and the lion grim ; | 

In vain they gloried in their headlong force, 
My javelin pierc'd them in their raging courſe. 
But little did my boding mind bewra Fi 
The victor and his hopes were doom'd a prey : 


Ah! what avails the conqu'ror's bloody meed, 


07 The gen'rous purpoſe, or the dauntleſs deed? 4 


i This hapleſs breaſt expos d on. ev'ry plain, 
And 8 prefer d to life in vain7 


5 


- 
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To human brutes more fell, more cruel far than they... 


11 
Fall'n are my trophies, blaſted is my fame, 


Myſelf become a thing without a name, 
T he ſport of W lords, and ev'n of ſlayes the ſhame, 


_ 
» 


' Curſt be the winds, and curſt the tides which bore 
Theſe European robbers to our ſhore | 
O be that hour involy' din endleſs night, 
When firſt their ſtreamers met my wond' ring bebe! 
1 call'd the warriors from the mountain 8 ſteep, 5 
To meet theſe nh terrors of the deep; 4 
Rouz d by my voice, their gen rous boſoms glow, : 
They ruſh indignant, and demand the foe, | = 
And poize the darts of death, and twang the bended bow: J ö 


When lo! _— o'er r the ſea-beat plain, | 


HOES 


© + 4 


Unlike his frac to our Wah race 
And golden hair play'd round his ruddy face. 
While with inſidious ſmile and lifted hand, 
He thus accofts our unſuſpecting ban. 


* 


L 
© Ye valiant chiefs, whom love of glory leads; 


No fierce invader! your retreat explores, 


= No hoſtile banner waves along your ſhores. 
00 From the dread tempeſts of the deep we fly, 
ba Then lay, ye chiefs, theſe pointed terrors by : 
* And O, your hoſpitable Cares extend, 

„ 80 may ye never need the aid ye lend [ 


c 


 « So may ye flill repeat to ey ry grove | 


La) 


© The ſongs of freedom, and the ſtrains of love . 1 
Soft as the accents of the traitor flow, | ” 

We melt with pity, and unbend the bow ; 2 | | os 
With lib ral hand our choiceſt gifts we Pork 5 | 2 
| And point the wand” rers to the frelbeſt ſpring, 5 15 2 
Nine days we feaſted on the Gambian ſtrand, 

And longs of friendſhip echo d o'er the land“. * 


When 


Which way ſoever 1 turned my eyes on this ſpot, 1 beheld a perfect image 
of pure nature, an agreeable ſolitude bounded on every ſide by charming land- 
ſcapes ; the rural ſituation of cottages in the midſt of trees; the eaſe and 
indolence of the Negroes, reclined under the ſhade of their ſpreading foliage; 

| | the 


tm 1 

When the tenth morn her riſing luſtre gave, 
The chief approach d me by the ſounding wave. 

O, youth, ” he ſaid, ( what gifts can we bellows: 0 
« Or how requite the mighty debt we owe? - 
For lo]. propitious to our vows, the gale enftod : 10 
« With milder omens fills the ſwelling fail, +1, 1 1/11 
« Fo-morrow's ſun ſhall fee our ſhips explore 07 936w 
* Theſe deeps, and quit your hoſpitable ſhore. 283 1s bn &. 
vet while we linger, let us ſtill employ}. ß, 
« The number'd hours in friendſhip and in joy; 5 
“ Aſcend our ſhips, their treaſures are your on, 


« And taſte the produce of a rid unknown.” Py 


5 


"He n with 8 e we dane e 
And quit the ſhores, undeſtin' d to return! FOO 
10 1030 WV Se 


The ſmiling traitors with inſidious a.” eee e eee 
The pobler male and the feaſt | Prepare, | « oh 


the i of their dreſs and manners; the whole revived in my mind the 
idea of our firſt parents, and I ſeemed to contemplate the world in its primitive | 
ſtate They are, generally ſpeaking," yoy are wha ſociable, and 


ass 12 | 


1 


. luer s Pojage to Genet, Ee... 15 
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Till dark oblivion ſhades our cloſing eyes, 
And all diſarm'd each fainting warrior lies. 
O wretchesl' to your future evils blind | 
O morn for ever preſent to my mind! 
When burſting from the treach rous bands of der 
Rouz'd by the murmurs of the daſhing way” 
I woke to bondage and ignoble pains, 
And all the ho Ys of a life in chains. 
Ye Gods of Afric! in that dreadful hour 
Where were your thunders and avenging pow'r b 


As we paſſed along the coaſt, we very often lay before a town, and fired 
a gun for the natives to come off, but no ſoul came near us. At length we 


learned by ſome ſhips that were trading down the coaſt, that the natives came 


| ſeldom on board an Engliſh ſhip, for fear of being detained or carried off; yet 

at Jaſt ſome ventured on. board ; but if theſe chanced to ſpy any arms, they 
would all immediately take to their canoes, and make the beſt of their way 
homie.” | PR. £ _ Smith's s Voyage to Guinea. 
It is well known dhe many ws the European nations have, very unjuſtly 
and inhumanly, without any provocation, ſtolen away, from time to time, 
abundance of the people, not only on this coaft, but almoſt every-where in 
Guinea, who have come on board their ſhips, in a barmleſs and confiding 

manner; theſe ad have in en 8 earried away, and fold in the plan- 
acids,” EST 1 9 Barbot's e Guinea. 


" 
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- 
Did not my pray rs, my groans, my tears invoke 
Your ſlumb' ring juſtice to direct the ſtroke? 


No pow'r deſcended to aſſiſt the bart, ao gli? 
No light'nings flaſh'd, and I became a flv. 
From lord to lord my wretched carcaſe fold; - 4 1a 
In Chriſtian traffic, for their ſordid gold: dF 
Fate's blackeſt clouds were gather d o'er my head; 


And, burſting now, they mix me with the dead; © >: 


14 ö 
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vet when my fortune caſt my lot with thine, j 1 
And bade beneath one roof our labours j join, as 8 p 4 
Surpriz'd I felt the tumults of my | breaſt „ 

Lull'd by thy beauties to unwonted reſt. 
Deluſive hopes my changing foul enflame, f | - 5 he 75 5 
And gentler tranſports agitate my frame, 0 N 
What tho obſcure thy birth, ſuperior grace , N i . 
Shone in the glowing features of thy face. | 


' Ne'er had my youth ſuch winning ſoftneſs gs jy 
| Where Afric' $ ſable beauties dance the green, © 


ba. 


= 
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When ſome weet maid receives her lover's vow, 
And binds che offer d chaplet to her brow. 
While on thy languid eyes I fondly gaze, 
And trembling meet the Juſtre of their rays, 
Thou, gentle virgin, thou didſt not deſpiſe | 
The humble homage of a captive's fighs. 
By heav a abandon d, and by man betray'd, 
Each hope refign'd of comfort or of aid, 
Thy gen rous love could ev'ry ſorrow end, 7 
In thee I found a miſtreſs and a friend; 
Still as I told the tory of my woes, 
With heaving fighs thy lovely boſom roſe ; * 
The trickling drops of liquid cryſtal ſtole 
Down thy fair cheek, and mark'd thy pitying foul : 
Dear drops! upon my bleeding heart, like balm | 


They fell, and ſoon my tortur d mind grew calm; 


Then my lov'd country, parents, friends forgot ; 
7 Heav'n I abſolv'd, nor murmur d at my lot; . 
Thy ſacred ſmiles could ev 'Ty pang remove, 
-And liberty became leſs dear than ode. 


And 


L 15 J. 
—And I have lov'd thee with as pure a fire, 
As man cer felt, or woman could inſpire: | 
No pangs like theſe my pallid tyrants knorr. | 
Not ſuch their tranſports, and not ſuch their woe. 
Their ſofter frames a feeble ſoul en + 
A foul unus'd to pity or to fee; - -» 
| Damp'd by baſe lucre, and ſk d by fear, 
Fach nobler paſſion faintly blazes here. 
Not ſuch the mortals burning Afric breeds, 
| Mother of virtues and heroic deeds | | 
Deſcended from yon radiant orb, they claim 1 
Sublimer courage, and a fiercer flame. x 
Nature has there, unchill'd by art, impeeſt 
Her awful majeſty on ey'ry breaſt. 
Where'er ſhe leads, impatient of controul, 
The dauntleſs Negro ruſhes to the goal; 
Firm in his love, reſiſtleſs in his hate, 
His arm is conqueſt, and his frown is fate. 


o 
What fond dien in my boſom reigns! 
What ſoft emotions mingle with my pains! 
Still as thy form before my mind appears, 
My haggard eyes ate bath'd in Om tears; 
Thuy lov'd idea ruſhes! to my heart, P 
And ſtern deſpair ſuſpends the liſted dart . 
O could I burſt theſe fetters which refttain- wa 
My ſtruggling limbs, and waft ther 0 er the min, Dn 
Jo ſome far diſtant ſhore, where Ocean roars 
In horrid tempeſte round the gloomy ſhores; 
To ſome wild mountain O folitary arti 8 | 
Where never European fatth betray” d; 
How joyful could 1, of thy love ſecure, / 7. 
Meet ev'ry danger, ev'ry toll endure! DO e eee l 
| Fort thee I'd climb che rock, explore — 31 00 50 
And tame the familh'd ſavage of the wood; ab # 
When ſcorching ſummet drinks the fhninkiog — 
i My care ſhould ſcreen thee from its ſultry bearns; 


At noon I'd crown thee with the faireſt flowers, 


E ele I'd lead thee to the ſafeſt bowers ; $i 7 
i | 1 And 


1 

And when bleak winter howl' d around the cave, 
For thee his horrors and his ſtorms I'd brave; 
Nor ſnows nor raging winds ſhould damp my ſoul, 
Nor ſuch a night as ſhrowds the duſky pole; 
O'er the dark waves my bounding ſkiff I'd guide,. 
To pierce each mightier monſter of the tide node l 
Thro' frozen foreſts force my dreadful way, 

In their own dens to rouze the beaſts of _ $97 77 

Nor other bleſſing aſk, if this might prove | 
Ho fix'd my paſſion, and how fond my love. 
— Then ſhould vain fortune to my ſight diſplay: © 
All that her anger now has ſnatch'd away; et 8. 
- Treaſures more vaſt than Av'rice c'er W 60 | 


In midnight viſions to a Chriſtian's mind; 


IT he Monarch's dia, the Conqu'ror's meed, 


That empty prize for which the valiant bleed 

All that ambition ſtrives to ſnatch from fate 

All that the Gods eier laviſh'd in their hate; 

Not theſe ſhould win thy lover from thy arm, 

Or tempt a moment's abſence from thy charms ; 

* | Indignant 


4a) 
Indignant would I fly theſe guilty climes, 
And ſcorn their glories as I hate their crimes! | 


But whither does my wand'ring fancy rove? 
Hence ye wild wiſhes of deſponding love 
| —Ahl where is now that voice hich lull'd * woes? 
That Angel-face, which ſooth'd me to repoſe ? 
By Nature tempted, and with paſſion blind, 
Are theſe the joys Hope whiſper d to my mind iS 
1s this the end of conſtancy like thine, | 
Are theſe the tranſports of a love like mine? 
My hopes, my joys, are vaniſh'd into air, 3 435 1 
And now of all that once engag' d my care, | 
T heſe chains alone remain, this weapon and deſpair '® 


— o be thy lee gay proſpects all Moni 7 
All thy fond hopes dire diſappointment blaſt! 
Thus end thy golden viſions, ſon of pride! 
Whoſe ruthleſs ruftians tore me from my bride ; 


That 


rr 
* 4 


[ 
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That beauteous prize Hear n had reſerv d at laſt, 
Sweet recompence for all my ſorrows paſt. 

O may thy harden'd boſom never prove 

The tender joys of friend{hip or of lovel 


Let may'ſt thou, doom'd to hopeleſs flames a prey, 


In unrequited paſſion pine away! 

May ev'ry tranſport violate thy reſt, 
Which tears the jealous lover's gloomy breaſt] 
May ſecret anguiſh gnaw thy cruel heart, 
„Till death in all his terrors wing the dart 3 
Then, to complete the horror of thy doom, 
A favour'd rival ſmile upon thy tomb! 


Why does my ling'ring ſoul her flight delay 2 


Come, lovely maid, and gild the dreary wayl 


— we 


Come, wildly ruſhing with diforder'd charms, 77 


And claſp thy bleeding lover in thy arms; 
Cloſe his fad eyes, receive his parting breath, 


And ſooth him ſinking to the ſhades. of death! , 


O come 
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O es. preſence can my pangs os can 
And bid th' inexorable tyrant ſmile; | 
Tranſported will I languiſh on thy breaſt, 
And fink enraptur d to eternal reſt: 
The hate of men, the wrongs of fate forgive, 
Forget my woes, and almoſt wiſh to live. 
| Ah! rather fly, leſt ought of doubt controul 

T he dreadful purpoſe lab'ring in my | ſoul ; 
Tears muſt not bend me, nor thy beauties move, 


T his how: I triumph over fate and love. 


Again with tenfold rage my boſom burns, 
And all the tempeſt of my ſoul returns ; 
Again the furies fire my madding brain, 
And death extends his ſhelt'ring arms in vain; 
For unreveng'd I fall, unpity'd die; 
And with my blood glut Pride's inſatiate eye! 


Thou Chriſtian God! to whom fo late I bow'd, = 
To whom my ſoul its new allegiance vow'd, 


2 an 


Len þ 
when crimes like theſe thy injur'd pow'r prophane, 
'Q God of Nature! art thou call'd in vain? 5 | 
| Did'ſt thou for this ſuſtain a mortal wound, 
While Heav' n, and Earth, and Hell, hung rembling al? | 
That theſe vile fetters might my body bind, 
And agony like this diſtract my mind? __ 
On thee I call d with reverential awe, . Y 
Ador'd thy wiſdom, and embrac d thy lav; 125 
Yet mark thy deſtin'd convert as he lies, 


— 66 


His groans of anguiſh, and his livid eyes, 
Theſe galling chains, polluted with his blood, 
Then bid his tongue proclaim thee juſt and good 1 
But if too weak chy vaunted power to ſpare, 
Or ſuff rings move thee not, O hear deſpair! 
Thy hopes and bleſſings I alike reſign, 
But let revenge, let ſwift revenge be mine! 
Be this proud bark, which now triumphant rides, 
Toſs'd by the winds, and ſhatter'd by the tides! 
And may theſe fiends, who now exulting view 
The horrors of my fortune, feel them too! 
Be theirs the torment of a ling'ring fate, 
Slow as thy juſtice, dreadful as my hate; px 1 
2 & e „ 


22) 
Condemn'd to graſp the riven plank i in vain, 

And chac d by all the monſters of the main; 

And while they ſpread their ſinking arms to thee, 


Then let their n fouls remember mel 


 —Thanks, righteous God are ſhall FEY be mine; 
von flaſhing lightning gave the dreadful fign. | 
1 ſee the flames of heav ay anger hurl'd, 
I hear your thunders ſhake a guilty world. 
The time ſhall come, the fated hour is nigh, | 
When guiltleſs blood ſhall penetrate the ſky. 
Amid theſe horrors, and involving night, 
Prophetic viſions flaſh before my ſight; 2. 003 
Eternal juſtice wakes, and in their turn 
The vanquiſh d triumph, and the victors mourn; - 


Lol Diſcord, fierceſt of th' infernal band, 
Fires all her ſnakes, and waves her Aiming b bi_kd<" 9 


No more proud Commerce courts the weſtern gales, : 
But marks the lurid ſkies, and furls her fails; 


War mounts his i iron car, and at his wheels 


In vain ſoft Pity weeps, and Mercy kneels; 


1 
He breathes a ſavage rage chro' all the hoſt, 
And ſtains with Kindred blood the i impious coaſt; 
Then, while with horror ſick ning Nature groans, 
And earth and heav'n the monſtrous race diſowns.— 
| Then the ſtern genius of my native land, 
With delegated vengeance in his hand, 
Shall raging croſs the troubled ſeas, and pour | + 
The plagues of Hell on yon devoted (hore. _ 
What tides of ruin mark his ruthleſs way - 
| How ſhriek the fiends exulting o'er their prey __ 
I ſee their warriors gaſping on the ground, 
T hear their Aaming cities craſh around, — 
In vain with trembling heart the coward turns, 
In vain with gen'rous rage the valiant burns. — 
One common ruin, one promiſcuous grave, 
 O'erwhelms the daſtard, and receives the brave— 
For Afric triumphs |—his avenging rage 
No tears can ſoften, and no blood aſſuage. 
He ſmites the trembling waves, and at the ſhock 
Their fleets are daſh'd upon the pointed rock. _ 
He waves his flaming dart, and o'er their plains, 
In mournful filence, deſolation reigns | 
| ; Fly 


24 


Fly ſwift ye years!—Ariſe thou glorious morn ! 


Thou great avenger of thy race be born! 
The conqu'ror's palm and deathleſs fame be thine ! ; 
One gen'rous ſtroke, and liberty be mine! | 
And now, ye pow'rs! to whom the brave are dear, 
Receive me falling, and your ſuppliant hear. 
Ĩ0 you this unpolluted blood I pour, 
20 you that ſpirit which ye gave reſtore ! 
Iaſk no lazy pleaſures to _: | 
0 No long eternity of happineſs ; — 
Baut if unſtain'd by voluntary guilt | 
1 your great call this being I have ſpilt, 
For all the wrongs which innocent I ſhare, 
For all I've ſuffer d, and for all I dare; 
O lead me to that ſpot, that ſacred ſhore, 


Where ſouls are es as men n oppreſs no more 
MJ 11.5 9 | 


THE END. 


